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Wife.     The wife is as a diamond richly set

Maid.    The maid unset doth yet more rich appear.

Widow.  The widow a jewel in the cabinet,

Which though not worn is still esteemed as dear.

Wife,     The wife doth love, and is bclov'd again.
Widow.  The widow is awaked out of that dream,
Maid.     The maid's white mind had never such a stain:
No passion troubles her clear virtue's stream.

Yet if I would be loved, loved would I bct
Like her whose virtue in the bay is seen:
Love to wife fadcth with satiety,
Where love never enjoy'd is ever green*

Widow,  Then what *s a virgin but a fruitless bay?

Maid.     And what *s a widow but a roseless briar?

And what are wives, but woodbines which decay
The stately oaks by which themselves aspire?

And what is marriage but a tedious yoke?
Widow.  And what virginity but sweet self-love?
Wife.     And what Js a widow but an axle broke,

Whose one part failing, neither part can mover

Widow, Wives are as birds in golden cages kept.
Wife.     Yet in those cages cheerfully they sing.
Widow.  Widows are birds out of these cages leapt,
Whose joyful notes make all the forest ring.

Maid*    But maids are birds amidst the woods secure,

Which never hand could touch, nor net could take,
Nor whistle could deceive, nor bait allure,
But free unto themselves do music make,

Wife,     The wife is as the turtle with her mate.
Widow. The widow as the widow dove alone,

Whose truth shines most in her forsaken state.
Maid,    The maid a phoenix, and is still but one.

Wife.     The wife *$ a soul unto her body tied.
Widow, The widow a soul departed into bliss.
Maid.    The maid an angel which was stelMed,
And now to as fair a house descended is.